ROW WITH UNCLE ROBERT                    I?7
and try to sneer at it until it is dead altogether. And by the same
reasoning Edensoke started like this. There was a time when he
thought of doing fine things and having something in his life
lovelier than scoring points in a game. He had the illusion, or if
you like because practically it is the same, he had the sacred
flame, whatever it is, flickering about in him. I expect Aunt
Sydney made a tough start for him. He hadn't my luck. Suppose
when they two were young he had found out suddenly that she
loved him - more even than her pride. Suppose something had
happened like what happened to me. Infusion of blood saves lives,
but being loved like that is infusion of soul Shy men bury their
hearts like that fellow in the Testament who buried his talent.
And when you dig them up again, there's nothing. Hearts must
have air, have breathed upon them the breath of life. As you did.
The flame is hard to light again. Now that there is no religion
really, one is left to nothing but love.
(Fm writing all this just anyhow and God knows what you will
make of this hotch-potch of ideas. I've got to cut it short and
finish.
clt is one o'clock, my dear, closing time for a respectable club
and I must turn out from here and walk back to South Street to
bed. Not a taxi to be got.3
This first letter had been sealed down after this effort and then
reopened to insert a sheet of South Street notepaper and on this
was scrawled: (I open this letter again to tell you that Catherine
Fossingdean has killed a man. I did not even know she was in
England. I thought she was still with you. But she seems to have
scuttled home directly the General Strike was begun. You know^
she is mixed up with the comic opera fellow Fearon-Owen who
stars it in the British Fascisti world. I can't imagine her taste for
him. Looks to me like the sort of fellow one doesn't play cards
with. Got his knighthood out of organising some exhibition. One
of those splendid old English families that sold carpets in Con-
stantinople three generations ago and was known as Feronian or
some such name with a nose to it. Anyhow he's true-blue British
now. Bull-dog-breed to the marrow. Union Jack all over him.
And a terrific down on the lazy good-for-nothing British working
man. Who really is British, blood and bone. In some irregular
way this glory of our island race has got his fingers well into an
emergency organisation of automobilists, for scattering Winston s